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Human  Hands 


The  day's  work  at  last 

Is  over,  evening  finally  come. 

Cuts  and  bruises  massaged 

By  worn  and  battered  human  hands. 

Every  evening  it  is  the  same, 

Oil-stained  jeans,  worn  green  deck  jacket, 

Beleaguered  eyes  behind  ill-fitting  frames 

Eagerly  searching  for  winds  of  change. 

From  the  moment  he  enters  the  house 

His  children  clamor,  tiny  voices  that  plead 

Their  little  cases  of  the  past  day 

So  oblivious  to  the  silence  and  peace 

Their  father  so  desperately  needs. 

Every  day  his  cup  is  poured  out 

As  Heaven  strengthens  his  human  hands 

To  bear  a  weight  no  mere  man  can  hold. 

He  has  been  called  to  this  desert, 

This  dry  wasteland  of  his  dreams. 

It  is  here  that  he  finds  a  strength 

That  he  never  thought  he  could  achieve. 

He  has  passed  through  the  fire 

And  the  tempest's  fury  he  has  known. 

Yet  a  spring  of  life  has  flowed  from  his  dry  ground 

Water  never  so  sweet  as  from  a  hard  stone. 


Titus  Elton 


Thoreau's  Copse 


To  find  an  unexpected  waterfall 
Trickling  innocent— pure 
Over  the  faces  of  rocks 
Covered  in  the  verdure  of  life, 

Creates  sudden  and  refining  solitude 
Within  my  chaotic  soul, 

Cleansing  the  cares  of  the  hasty,  hateful,  fallen  world 
Away  in  a  splash  of  last  night's  rain. 

Turmoil  confuses  my  wits  again 

With  those  subjects  I  yearn  to  reflect  upon, 

But  cannot  gain  clarity. 

I  escape  into  reflection  of  the  spirit— only  God  and  me 
And  His  perfect  poetry. 

No  other  one  is  necessary, 
For  the  counsel  of  solitude  and 
The  haste  of  rushing  purity 
Clears  my  mind 

And  rejuvenates  my  weary  soul. 

Everything  becomes  possible  again 
In  the  sanctuary  of  my 
Unexpected  waterfall. 


Katie  E.  Lee 
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First  Crush 


A  Marlboro  and  Michelob  in  hand 

He  leans  against  his  beat  up  Ford  truck, 

Oblivious  to  the  muddy  fender. 

Bad  in  blue  jeans  and  work  boots, 

He  pumps  unleaded  at  the  country  corner  store 

While  my  mom  buys  my  Grape  Nehi.  Millions  of  scenarios 

Race  through  my  pubescent  mind 

While  Lynrd  Skynrd  plays. 

A  rebel  flag  waves,  my  mom  returns,  and  as  we  pass  him, 
He  crushes  his  cigarette  out  on  the  gravel 
Along  with  my  heart,  and  leaves  without  paying. 


Ashley  McGrady 


5 


Winter  of  99 


In  the  Short  North  district  just  off  High  Street, 
Nestled  between  record  stores,  head  shops,  and 
The  pawn  shops'  barred  over  glass  windows, 
There  is  a  concrete  rubble  stairway  that  goes  down 
Fourteen  narrow  feet,  and  with  every  step  the  walls 
Get  thicker  with  stickers  on  stickers,  flyers  taped 
Over  flyers,  and  marker  scratched  over  marker, 
Swirling  and  promoting  bands  that  are  only  as  good 
As  their  label. 

Down  in  the  lair,  it's  cramped,  black,  and  dirty  with 
Cigarettes  burning  in  their  own  ashes  and  cobwebs 
Floating  between  the  heat  ducts.  The  smell  hits 
From  the  leaking  toilets  and  spilled  alcohol  and 
Sweat  over  a  hint  of  patchouli  and  burning  bagel 
Sandwiches  from  the  tiny  cafe  area  behind  the  bar 
Where  a  longhaired  hipster  attends  art  students 
Nibbling  and  drinking  coffee  over  their  figure  studies. 

And  the  clank  of  empty  beer  bottles  busting  into  a  barrel 
Places  commas  between  the  back  and  forth  clamor  of 
Drunken  dreadlocked  street  people  with  the  druggies  and 
The  dreamers  arguing  about  worthwhile  movements 
Over  Tim  Easton's  "New  Franklin  County  Woman" 
Playing  on  the  seven-inch  vinyl  jukebox. 

Until  Tim  Easton  himself  is  refused  a  tip  by  the  barkeep  and 
Walks  to  the  corner  of  the  basement  to  the  foot  tall  platform  and 
Begins  to  play  some  modern,  retro  country  song.  And  the 
Resonance  builds  up  behind  the  mournful  picking  of  his  flat  top, 
Like  Doc  Watson  is  dying  of  aids,  as  his  raspy  voice  sings  over  with 
A  junkyard  quality. 

The  song  is  about  some  other  town  this  time, 

Or  some  other  girl  that  we  all  used  to  know  and  left  somewhere 

We  never  want  to  return.  And  for  a  few  moments  the  movements  stop 

Except  to  take  a  drink  and  knock  the  dead  flakes  from  a  cigarette 

Onto  the  floor  of  a  dark  hole  underground. 


Jeremy  Zender 


Invasion  1944 


Thousands  have  floated  on  clouds  of  dust 
And  suicide,  like  guns  invading  Normandy. 
I  wasn't  there,  and  neither  were  my  unborn 
Children.  Who  would  treat  the  wounds  brought 
On  by  shrapnel  and  broken  sunsets?  Pale  eyes 
Suffer,  sacrifice  whatever  they  had.  Little  to 
Nothing  at  all.  I've  been  that  soldier  before. 
Clinging  to  hope  like  it  was  a  pay  phone,  and 
You  just  ran  out  of  quarters.  So  this  is  liberty? 
This  is  freedom  you're  fighting  for?  So  many 
Wives  at  home,  watching  the  storm  outside, 
Counting  down  hours  until  they  become  widows. 
Survival  won't  be  difficult.  The  children 
Won't  understand  though.  They  need  more  than 
Pictures  and  a  flag-covered  casket.  Ghosts  with 
Purple  hearts  take  them  home,  far  from 
Nightmares  of  innocence  lost. 

Eddie  Becker 


Chopin  Nocturnes 


They  used  to  be  part  of  the  background, 
Like  the  roses  that  wound  about  the  gate, 
The  apple  trees, 

The  strategically  placed  marble  bench 
From  where  I  could  see  the  lake 
As  I  meandered  across  the  acquiescent  lawn, 
Book  in  hand. 

I  played  them  on  the  piano 
One  New  Year's  Eve 
For  the  guests. 

The  Christmas  tree  was  still  up, 

Sparkling  and  bejeweled. 

Satiated  cats  dozed  in  front  of  the  fire. 

Snow  fell  outside, 
But  a  thick  curtain  of  security 
Enveloped  our  house 
Like  a  mink  coat, 

So  no  unwelcome  winter  winds  would  enter. 

Men  clad  in  rented  tuxedos 
Passed  platters  around  the  room 
Of  creme  caramel  and  petit  fours, 
Well  decorated  but  bland, 
Like  the  other  wives, 

Along  with  fragrant  liqueurs  in  crystal  glasses. 

Pearl  necklaces  lingered  sedately 

On  cold  ivory  bosoms. 

Beneath  the  smooth  hair, 

Calm  countenances  smiled  at  me 

And  ventured  suggestions  for  our  next  vacation 
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While  the  men  discussed  dreary  battles  of  forgotten  lands. 
Faces  became  flushed  through  the  discussion  that  ensued. 
Lucid  eyes  grew  brighter, 

Yet  not  a  single  voice  was  ever  raised. 

Chopin  nocturnes  just  don't  sound  the  same  now 
As  I  look  out  onto  the  hard  brick  porch 
Staring  blankly  at  another  building  just  like  this  one 
Across  the  way; 

They  only  point  out  what  I  have  lost. 
They  don't  fit  in  here 

In  this  dismal  apartment 

Where  the  shelves  don't  match, 

Insects  scuttle  across  the  tile, 

Stray  cats  wail  shabbily  at  my  window, 

And  thin  walls  reveal  late-night  revelry  next  door. 

More  repulsive  still  are  all  the  neighbors 

With  their  small  lives  that  revolve  around  their  porches, 

Their  stretch  pants  and  loud  guffaws, 

Their  hideous  contentment 

At  having  been  born  and  raised 

In  this  place, 

The  sweaty  armpit  of  the  world. 

Incomprehensible 

Are  their  affections 

For  their  mediocre  children. 

Occasionally  one  of  the  lumbering  mothers 

Will  set  her  beer  down  long  enough 

To  screech  at  the  little  imps 

And  make  them  cease  their  incessant  noise. 

There  aren't  even  any  stars  here, 
Only  the  glare  of  street  lamps 
All  night  long,  and 
No  pianos. 

The  screams  resonate 

Through  the  car  stereos, 

A  lurid  symphony  of  subwoofers. 


Julia  Wright 
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Mexican  Interlude:  An  Excerpt 


Once  on  the  roof,  Verity  helped  Sam  and  Cole  get  the  tar  pa- 
per up.  Cole  was  handing  the  rolls  to  Sam,  who  carried  them  up  the 
ladder,  and  Verity  grabbed  them  and  slid  them  to  the  anal  man  from 
Lakeland.  They  all  began  to  roll  out  the  paper  and  tack  it  in  place.  Ver- 
ity grabbed  one  tack  after  another,  holding  them  in  place  loosely  be- 
tween the  middle  and  index  fingers  of  her  right  hand,  which  was  palm 
up.  The  movements  became  habit  after  a  few  minutes  and  Verity  was 
able  to  look  away  from  her  task  to  the  ground  below.  She  saw  Ella 
Honeycutt  who  was  still  picking  up  the  scraps  of  tar  paper  and  shingles 
that  had  been  slothed  off  the  day  before.  Verity  remembered  the 
warmth  of  Ella's  arm.  She  looked  around  the  site  at  the  surrounding 
landscape.  They  were  in  the  middle  of  a  lush  little  oasis  that  seemed 
very  out  of  place  considering  all  the  roads  on  the  way  to  the  site  from 
Chulavista  were  dry  with  desert-looking  surroundings.  She  could  see  the 
mountains  in  the  distance,  but  they  weren't  so  far  away  that  they  looked 
purple  as  they  do  in  the  paintings  of  nearly  every  artist.  She  could  see 
all  of  the  trees  that  made  up  the  slopes  of  the  mountains,  as  well  as  the 
little  houses  that  were  scattered  among  them.  There  was  a  road  cut  out 
on  the  slopes  leading  from  the  houses  down  to  the  river  and  out  to  the 
'main'  road.  How  had  she  not  seen  the  green  slice  of  Paradise  the  day 
before? 

Verity  was  suddenly  shocked  by  a  sharp  pain  in  her  right  hand. 
After  she  made  the  decision  to  betray  the  landscape  and  look  down  to 
see  the  cause  of  her  pain,  she  realized  that  she  had  made  an  error  in  one 
of  her  movements.  She  had  held  the  tack  too  tightly  and  then  barely 
grazed  the  head  with  a  firm  thrust  of  the  hammer.  The  nail  had  split  the 
insides  of  her  middle  and  index  fingers  and  the  hammer  had  smashed 
down  on  the  middle,  causing  even  more  injury.  Luckily,  she  was  able  to 
keep  control  over  her  impulses,  but  she  still  wanted  to  scream  due  to  the 
pain.  She  let  out  a  gasp  that  alarmed  the  Lakeland  man,  who  immedi- 
ately began  freaking  out  at  the  sight  of  blood.  No  doubt  he  wanted  to 
form  a  committee  to  decide  what  to  do.  With  the  way  he  grabbed  his 
head  and  how  his  eyes  widened,  you  would  have  thought  that  it  was  his 
hand  that  had  been  hurt. 

Verity  wiped  the  bloody  hammer  on  her  jeans,  and  then  slid  it 
back  into  her  dad's  tool  belt.  She  descended  the  ladder,  holding  on  with 
her  left  hand,  and  grabbed  the  water  bottle  from  her  bag  to  rinse  the 
wound.  It  probably  wouldn't  have  been  so  bad  if  she  had  hit  the  nail 
directly  on  the  head,  but  since  she  hit  it  a  little  to  the  right,  the  sharp 
point  had  driven  down  her  middle  finger  more  than  the  index  and  had 
taken  a  small  chunk  of  flesh  with  it.   Luckily,  she  was  left-handed  and 
would  still  be  able  to  work  once  she  got  bandaged.  Barb  happened  to  be 
walking  by  as  the  ordeal  was  taking  place— most  of  the  roofers  had  fol- 
lowed her  to  the  ground  to  aid  her  in  their  presence— or  something. 
Verity  had  always  been  clumsy  and  frequently  hurt  herself,  so  she  wasn't 
as  shocked  as  everyone  else  was  and  was  able  to  function  more  ration- 
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ally  than  they  were.  Barb  ran  and  got  Francis  who  brought  along  Maria, 
one  of  the  Mexican  women  who  joined  them  in  their  work.  Maria  worked 
at  a  children's  hospital  most  of  the  time  and  did  volunteer  work  with  the 
people  who  lived  up  in  the  mountains  and  couldn't  afford  doctor's  visits. 
Maria  took  the  hot  pink  kerchief  that  had  been  faded  to  a  dull  pink  by  the 
sun  from  her  head,  letting  the  silky  black  hair  fall  around  her  face.  She 
wasn't  overly  concerned  with  the  index  finger  since  it  was  a  small  cut, 
but  wrapped  the  kerchief  over  Verity's  middle  finger  tightly,  which  hurt 
worse  since  it  had  absorbed  the  whole  force  of  the  hammer.  Verity 
flinched. 

They  walked  over  to  the  bus  where  a  small  first  aid  kit  was 
kept.  Maria  spoke  English  fairly  well,  which  was  odd  since  they  were  so 
far  down  into  Mexico. 

"Wow,"  Maria  said  in  her  thick  accent,  "You  really  got  it  good! 
I  would  say  we  could  take  you  to  el  hospital,  but  is  no  good.  There  is 
nothing  to  stitch  together.  Pobrecita!"  Even  though  Maria's  English  was 
good,  you  could  still  catch  her  incorporating  some  Spanish  every  once 
and  a  while. 

After  she  had  cleaned  and  bandaged  Verity's  wounds,  Maria 
gave  Verity  a  hug.  Verity  only  put  one  arm  around  Maria's  back  and 
patted  it  with  her  left  hand.  Maria  gave  a  little  squeeze  just  before  she 
let  go.  Verity  realized  the  irony  of  Maria's  name  and  said,  "Esta  mi  santa 
patr?n." 

Maria  chuckled,  "That's  what  all  the  kids  say." 

The  second  work  day  was  over.  Verity  helped  get  some  tools 
into  the  bus.  The  intense  throbbing  in  her  fingers  had  finally  eased  up 
some.  After  they  got  back  to  Chulavista,  Verity  went  upstairs  for  a  quick 
shower  before  supper.  She  remembered  Barb  telling  her  not  to  get  the 
Mexican  water  in  her  cuts.  Trying  to  bathe  keeping  one  hand  dry  the 
whole  time  was  no  simple  task. 

Supper  was  really  good  that  night.  They  had  macaroni  and 
cheese,  the  true  comfort  food,  and  pork  chops  and  green  beans.  During 
the  meal,  people  kept  going  up  to  Verity  asking  her  how  she  was  doing 
and  if  there  was  anything  they  could  do  for  her.  The  thought  never 
would  have  occurred  to  her. 

The  worship  service  was  pretty  short  that  night,  so  Verity  de- 
cided to  go  back  to  her  secret  sanctuary  before  group  time  at  10. 

The  doors  seemed  lighter  that  night.  She  stepped  into  the 
cornflower  blue  evening  and  walked  out  from  under  the  painted  ceiling 
onto  the  gravel  path.  The  small,  smooth  pebbles  crunched  under  her 
feet.  The  moon  cast  a  slightly  yellow  glow  onto  the  elements  of  the 
garden.  Verity  could  see  small  statues  that  portrayed  saints. 

In  the  center  of  the  garden  was  the  Virgin.  Her  head  was 
tilted  downward  and  to  the  left  a  little,  and  her  eyes  were  downcast  as 
though  looking  at  something  beneath  her.  She  had  her  hands  out  to  her 
sides  with  her  palms  up  in  a  welcoming  position.  Verity  thought  of  Maria, 
the  'saint'  she  had  met  earlier  that  day. 

In  another  part  of  the  garden  there  was  a  fountain.  The  water 
splashed  down  from  the  spout  into  the  basin.  This  had  little  cherubs 
around  the  basin,  posed  as  if  looking  into  the  water,  and  a  larger  angel, 
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probably  an  Archangel  by  the  grandeur  and  detail,  holding  a  pot  which 
was  the  spout  and  source  of  water.  The  gravel  path  led  Verity  farther, 
winding  around  a  curve  in  the  outside  of  the  building.  There  were  palm 
trees  and  tropical  looking  flowers  lining  the  main  path,  and  there  were 
fruit  trees  lining  little  paths  that  branched  off  the  main  path.  She  could 
see  mango  trees,  banana  trees,  and  a  few  others  she  didn't  recognize. 

The  next  icon  she  walked  to  was  a  crucifix  so  ghastly  in  every 
detail  that  she  diverted  her  eyes.  Verity  stood  there  in  front  of  the 
crucifix  looking  down  at  the  ground  for  a  good  deal  of  time.  Warm  tears 
flowed  freely  from  her  burning  eyes.  Then  she  realized  that  the  path 
continued.  She  didn't  bother  wiping  the  streams  of  water  from  her  face; 
they  were  still  rapidly  flowing.  Next,  she  came  to  a  model  version  of  the 
Pieta.  She  reached  out  and  touched  Jesus'  arm,  then  placed  her  right 
hand  on  his  chest  as  she  look  down  into  his  lifeless  face.  After  a  few 
more  minutes  she  continued  along  the  path  and  was  led  into  another 
sheltered  area  much  like  the  entrance  of  the  sanctuary.  The  moon  was 
shining  so  brightly  that  she  noticed  a  mural  painted  on  the  far  wall.  A 
warm  breeze  coaxed  her  farther.  Her  eyes  widened  as  she  realized  she 
was  staring  into  the  eyes  of  another.  The  artist  used  vivid  colors  that 
made  the  painting  seem  so... real.  The  man  in  the  painting  was  clothed  in 
fuchsia-red  garments  with  a  blue  sash  around  his  shoulders  that  wrapped 
down  around  his  waist.  His  hands  had  small  crimson  dots  in  the  centers. 
His  right  hand  was  raised  with  its  fingers  deliberately  positioned  with  the 
index  finger  pointed  up,  the  middle  and  pinky  fingers  curved  downward, 
and  the  ring  finger  bent  down  and  crossed  by  the  thumb.  This  was  his 
name.  The  other  hand  held  the  blue  sash  away  from  his  chest  and 
pointed  to  his  sacred  heart.  Verity  collapsed  to  her  knees,  then  fell  to 
her  hands  and  face. 

Her  tears  stopped  and  she  looked  up  into  the  face  of  the  man 
once  again.  He  was  full  of  life.  Her  heart  fluttered  as  she  rose  back  up 
to  her  feet.  .  .  . 


Helen  Ham 
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Nostalgia,  I  Remember 


I  remember  the  record  player  moaning  that  tune 

on  those  cherished  days 
When  your  slender  fingers  ran  through  my  hair  and 
I  played  dress-up  in  your  head  scarves  that  were  dyed  the  colors 
In  the  sunset  that  emerged  around  and  beyond  that  haven. 

The  screened  porch  where  the  chairs  quivered 

And  the  swing  waved  in  the  breeze  lingers  in  my  mind  like 

The  aroma  of  mothballs  deep  within  the  closets. 

Prisms  of  light  created  by  your  simple  wedding  band  in  the  sun 

Caused  my  infant  eyes  to  widen  with  wonder. 

Your  kisses  had  the  sweetness  of  the  perfume 

That  was  tucked  in  the  drawers  of  the  rattling  chifferobe  where 

Boxes  were  filled  with  intangibles  and 

I  was  whoever  I  wanted  to  be. 

The  canyons  around  your  eyes  are  deeper  now 

As  your  hands  tremble 

Like  the  flowers  in  the  garden 

On  West  Richardson  Avenue. 


Katie  E.  Lee 
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"...And  Multiply 


Fruit  bats  would  eat  our  mangos. 

After  the  dark  had  lightened 

The  glossy  thick  leaves  of  the  tree 

There  would  be  many  yellow  sun-like  balls 

Their  orange  undersides  ripped  open  by 

Tiny  feet  and  teeth  in  the  dark  night  with  red  eyes. 

The  fruit  bats  would  eat  our  papayas  too, 

Before  the  dark  had  lightened. 

Below  the  fanned  lattice  of  shady  leaves 

Would  be  a  small  sweet  globe,  barely  turned 

Slashed  red  flesh  showing; 

globular  black  seeds  spilled  out. 

The  fruit  bats  would  eat  our  fruit 
And  defecate  on  our  house, 
Before  the  dark  would  lighten. 

Amy  Corbett 
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Anthropology 


I  wanted  to  burrow  in  your  mind, 

Swaddle  myself  with  your  consciousness  and 

Know  what  you  were  thinking 

Before  you  even  thought  it. 

I  wanted  to  curl  up  inside  your  soul, 

Warm  myself  with  your  essence  and 

Know  the  comfort  of  more  than 

Just  your  arms. 

I  wanted  to  tunnel  under  your  skin 
Wrap  myself  around  your  bones 
And  be  your  blood 
It  could  never  be  too  close, 
And  it  was  never  enough. 

Now,  it  is  in  an  eerie  after  hours  visit 
To  the  Museum  of  Modern  Failure, 
And  you  are  as  dead  and  as  fragile  as 
Cro-Magnon  man  behind 
The  velvet  ropes. 


Nancy  Shealy 


Inspiration 


So  I'm  curled  up  in  my  bathtub  with  gardenia  shower  gel 

Trying  to  be  artistic  and  write  poetry 

When  my  suitemate  comes  in  to  brush  her  teeth. 

Write  about  being  who  you  really  want  to  be. 

Find  out  who  you  are  and  then  be  who  you  want  to  be. 

Write  about  who  you  feel  you  are. 

And  she  hands  me  a  plastic  figurine  of  Gaston, 

From  McDonalds  and  Beauty  &  The  Beast, 

Who  shoots  a  big  plastic  arrow  when  you  press  a  button  on  his 

back. 

And  I  think  about  how  ridiculously  kinky  this  would  be 

if  it  were  on  a  video  called  Sorority  Babes  Gone  Wild  and  put  to 

music  and  sold  on  TV. 

And  I  give  up  on  gardenias  and  bathtubs 

And  get  ready  for  class  tomorrow 

Because  right  now  I  am  not  a  wrinkled  toed  gardenia  poetess  in 
a  bathtub 

But  a  student  in  college, 
And  I  need  to  pass  this  class. 


Amy  Corbett 


16 


A  Good  Tree 


Down  by  the  wayside, 

The  Sandusky  River's  graveled  slow  slope 

Covered  in  dry  sun  baked  clay  bleach 

Has  a  parched  old  canopy  of 

Thorny-faced  locust  trees. 

It  is  our  haven, 

A  place  to  voice  all  those 

Metaphysical  things 

When  the  dusk  breeze 

Blows  into  night  and  nothing  seems  to  sound  right 
In  a  room  with  four  walls 
Of  plaster. 

It  is  where  I  become  a  pessimistic 

Existentialist  and  smoke 

A  pack  of  cigarettes 

And  where  she  speaks  the  blossoms 

To  form  on  ivy 

And  looks  so  beautiful  until 

I  can  only  provoke  her  thoughts. 

And  in  the  early  hours, 

When  the  dark  is  getting  lighter, 

I  burn  my  last  cigarette  and  watch  the  smoke  roll 

Along  the  eroded  bank 

And  settle  with  the  dew  dampening 

The  locust  trees'  pithy  roots  and  think 

It  is  because  of  her. 


Jeremy  Zender 


The  Second  Day  ~  Nathan  Falco 


Table  for  One 

"The  world  will  never  starve  for  want  of  wonders."  ~G.K.  Ches- 
terton 

I  pulled  into  the  parking  lot  at  8:03  pm.  The  neon  of  the  Pizza 
sign  had  caught  my  attention  from  the  deserted  road.  Buffet,  5-9  pm. 
The  lavender  night  was  overtaking  that  day  in  late  summer,  and  it  had 
just  started  to  rain.  I  decided  this  was  the  place  to  stop  before  going 
home  to  the  empty  house  in  which  I  lived. 

I  was  twenty  years  old  and  it  was  the  first  night  I  ever  ate 
dinner  completely  alone— no  book,  no  cellular  phone,  no  one  to  distract 
me.  I  ran  from  my  car,  pulling  on  my  blue  raincoat  as  my  shoes 
pounded  into  sitting  puddles  of  water.  I  hesitated  for  a  moment  under 
the  awning  of  the  restaurant  before  going  inside  and  wiped  a  drip  of 
perspiration  from  the  arch  of  my  upper  lip.  The  night  was  hot  and  sticky 
in  spite  of  the  rain. 

"Someone  will  be  with  you  in  just  a  moment,"  said  a  waitress 
through  a  smile.  Her  silky  brown  ponytail  swung  like  a  pendulum  across 
the  tops  of  her  shoulder  blades.  I  only  smiled. 

"How  many?" 

"Oh,  it's  just  me." 

"Oh. ..so  only  one?" 

"Yes." 

"Right  this  way." 

She  led  me  to  a  booth.  My  back  was  to  a  family  eating  dinner 
together— a  father,  mother,  and  their  only  child,  a  daughter.  The  seat  of 
my  jeans  squeaked  across  the  faux  red  leather  and  I  scanned  the  menu- 
placemat.  White  fans  hung  from  the  ceiling  and  moved  in  slow  motion, 
circling  and  circling  never  seeming  to  reach  their  destination. 
They  were  the  same  fans  that  had  hung  from  the  front  porch  of  my 
grandmother's  house.  The  family  spent  countless  hours  upon  hours 
lounging  on  that  porch,  even  during  the  winter  months.  When  I  was  in 
elementary  school  Pop  and  Granny  would  pick  me  up  from  the  loading 
area  and  drive  me  slowly  back  to  their  home— the  same  house  I  now 
lived  in.  I  ate  whatever  sounded  good  to  me  as  an  after-school  snack— 
usually  a  fudge  popsicle.  After  all  of  my  homework  was  done,  when  the 
sun  was  barely  beginning  to  dim,  when  strange  insect  sounds  and  bird 
whistles  were  heard,  and  my  pupils  gradually  became  wider  and  wider 
from  the  interception  of  the  night,  I  took  a  clean,  white,  starched  sheet 
of  paper  outside.  My  grandmother  always  sat  to  my  right  in  a  rocking 
chair  that  had  belonged  to  her  mother.  We  counted  every  car  that 
zoomed  by  the  front  of  the  house.  That  was  one  of  my  fondest  child- 
hood memories. 

Before  heading  toward  the  salad  bar  I  surveyed  the  small 
handbag  next  to  me  wondering  if  I  should  put  it  on  my  shoulder  before 
going  to  the  buffet.  I  left  everything  behind. 

As  I  walked  to  create  my  salad,  I  did  a  quick  survey  of  the 
restaurant.  A  grandmother  sat  with  her  grandson  in  a  corner  booth.  She 
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wore  a  hearing  aid  and  he  spoke  softly.  He  asked  over  and  over  again 
for  quarters  to  play  the  video  games  and  reminded  her  numerous  times 
that  she  had  promised  he  could  have  a  balloon  on  the  way  out.  He  really 
wanted  a  yellow  one,  but  a  green  one  would  do. 

A  young  Hispanic  man  and  woman  sat  at  another  table.  They 
were  expecting  their  first  child.  I  heard  her  laugh  once  or  twice  as  she 
ate  and  he  leaned  over  the  table  each  time  to  kiss  her  delicately  on  the 
nose.  They  did  not  eat  from  the  buffet,  but  chose  the  "buy  one,  get  one 
half  off"  special.  As  they  left  the  restaurant  holding  hands  he  carried  the 
take-out  box  with  exactly  two  pieces  of  pizza  inside.  They  were  both 
eating  for  two. 

The  newlyweds  sat  cross-legged  in  the  booth  across  from  me. 
They  had  been  married  for  exactly  two  months  and  nine  days.  They 
rarely  looked  up  at  one  another— only  to  chew.  She  wore  all  black  and 
he  wore  a  button-down  pink  Polo  shirt  with  a  floral  motif.  He  had  bought 
it  from  a  street  vendor  on  their  honeymoon.  Perhaps,  three  times  I  saw 
her  lean  daintily  over  the  table,  peering  over  the  rim  of  her  black-framed 
glasses  as  if  she  was  going  to  say  something.  He  stared  into  his  salad 
bowl.  Every  time  he  looked  up  she  gave  a  half-hearted  smile  and 
stabbed  the  cucumbers  in  her  salad  with  her  fork. 

I  built  my  salad  carefully  and  precisely.  Dad  had  taught  me 
how  at  the  mega-bar  inside  a  Texas  T-Bones  when  I  was  eight  or  nine.  I 
barely  covered  the  bottom  of  the  black  bowl  with  iceberg  lettuce.  I 
grabbed  the  silver  prongs  from  the  bean  sprout  container  and  carefully 
picked  out  those  clusters  that  were  not  brown  with  age.  I  then  dumped 
on  slivers  of  Cheddar  cheese.  Then  came  three  green  cucumbers.  I  used 
the  small  ladle  to  lap  up  the  white  dressing  that  sat  at  the  end  of  the  bar. 
I  added  an  extra  spoonful  to  make  sure  that  no  green  or  yellow  was 
showing. 

I  walked  back  to  my  seat  slowly.  The  seat  squeaked  again  as  I 
scooted  to  the  middle  and  picked  up  the  pepper  shaker.  I  sprinkled  a  bit 
of  the  fine  powder  over  the  top  of  my  salad.  My  stomach  churned  and 
made  an  uneasy  noise.  I  plunged  my  fork  into  the  center  of  the  bowl 
and  ate  quickly.  The  smell  of  greasy  pizza  rushed  into  my  nostrils  as  I 
chewed. 

The  seat  across  from  me  had  a  tiny  cut  in  its  faux  red  leather 
cushion.  My  car  had  a  tear  in  the  back  seat  similar  to  that.  When  my 
Dad  saw  it  for  the  first  time  he  asked  me  who  had  done  it.  I  said  I  didn't 
know.  I  was  grounded  for  a  week.  I  never  found  out  what  caused  it  or 
who  had  been  responsible,  but  I  was  the  one  who  paid  regardless.  The 
seat  was  the  only  one  who  knew,  and  it  would  never  tell,  that  it  was 
Dad's  toolbox  that  snagged  it  the  day  his  truck  blew  a  tire  and  he  had  to 
borrow  my  car. 

"Is  there  a  certain  type  of  pizza  that  you  would  like  to  request 
for  the  buffet?"  asked  another  waitress.  My  thoughts  stopped  abruptly. 
Her  round  cheeks  were  a  bright  hue  of  pink  and  her  blond  braid  sat  upon 
her  shoulder.  Her  eyes  were  filled  with  empathy  when  I  met  her  gaze. 

"No  thanks.  This  is  fine."  I  forced  a  smile.  She  nodded  and 
looked  down  at  her  brown  shoes.  They  appeared  new  except  for  a  white 
scuffmark  on  her  left  toe.  She  turned  and  walked  away.  Her  alarm  clock 
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had  not  gone  off  that  morning  and  she  was  late  for  her  first  class.  That 
had  set  the  pace  for  the  entire  day.  She  would  be  sliding  onto  her  cotton 
sheets  soon  enough. 

A  subtle  laugh  came  from  the  connecting  booth  that  was  di- 
rectly behind  me.  It  was  the  only  daughter.  Her  black  sports  utility  was 
packed  to  the  brim  with  boxes— they  were  filled  with  pictures  and  clothes 
and  things  for  college.  Her  father  thought  back  to  all  of  the  days  she  had 
come  in  from  school,  letting  the  door  slam  behind  her.  He  played  each 
time  over  and  over— a  movie  reel  in  his  brain.  He  remembered  how  the 
door  slammed  the  day  she  arrived  home  from  her  first  day  of  first  grade. 
He  remembered  how  it  sounded  the  day  she  won  the  spelling  bee  in 
fourth  grade.  He  remembered  how  it  slammed  harder  the  day  she  was 
tripped  up  in  the  bathroom  in  seventh  grade.  He  replayed  how  she  en- 
tered and  how  the  old  door  creaked  that  day  in  her  tenth  grade  year 
when  she  saw  her  first  boyfriend  kissing  her  best  friend.  He  remembered 
the  sound  it  made  the  day  she  graduated  too.  He  pressed  the  rewind 
button  and  played  these  scenes  all  over  again  and  thought  about  how 
the  door  would  probably  be  due  for  a  repair  soon. 

Her  mother  thought  about  the  smell  of  her  daughter's  pillow 
and  her  room  and  her  t-shirts  and  her  skin— she  would  miss  her  smells 
the  most.  The  mother  swallowed  hard  and  took  a  sip  of  water  in  hopes  it 
would  relieve  her  of  the  lump  that  had  formed  at  the  back  of  her  throat. 

The  daughter  would  miss  being  within  a  walk  of  the  beach. 

Staring  into  the  back  of  girl's  vehicle  that  was  backed  up  to  the 
window  nearest  me  made  me  think  of  my  own  first  experience  in  college. 
I  had  a  one-room  apartment  on  the  seventh  floor  of  a  building  that  was  a 
twenty-minute  walk  from  campus.  It  overlooked  the  ocean  and  the 
musky  scent  of  mildew  hit  you  as  soon  as  you  opened  the  door  to  the 
building.  It  was  old,  but  it  was  new  to  me.  I  remember  the  sweat  drip- 
ping down  the  valley  of  my  back  as  I  walked  to  class  that  first  day  in  late 
August.  An  old  woman  wearing  a  great  deal  of  bright  lipstick  on  her  lips 
and  a  bit  on  her  teeth  stopped  me  and  asked  if  I  knew  what  type  of 
flower  was  growing  near  the  iron  railing  of  a  small  cottage  that  stood 
near  her  own  home.  The  scrollwork  on  the  iron  railings  had  been  carved 
deeply  and  meticulously.  I  told  the  woman  that  I  did  not  know.  She 
thanked  me  kindly  anyway,  all  the  while  attempting  to  shake  my  hand. 
She  told  me  that  she  thought  my  skin  was  lovely  and  that  her  complexion 
used  to  be  that  pretty  and  that  her  name  was  Eunice.  She  met  me  every 
morning  after  that  as  I  turned  the  corner  from  my  street  to  hers,  always 
asking  me  the  same  questions:  "Do  you  know  what  type  of  flower  that 
is?"  and  "Where  are  you  headed  this  morning?"  She  was  always  headed 
in  the  same  direction— to  the  church  and  then  the  market. 

Another  laugh  from  the  only  daughter  interrupted  my 
thoughts.  Her  parents  were  telling  stories  about  their  own  mischievous 
childhoods  in  order  to  distract  their  own  sadness. 

I  noticed  the  small  plastic  geranium  that  hung  near  my  head. 
A  fine  layer  of  dust  particles  covered  every  leaf.  I  wondered  how  often 
the  fake  plants  were  cleaned  in  this  place. 

"I  want  out!"  a  tiny  voice  screeched  from  another  booth  behind 

me. 
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"No,"  said  a  young  voice. 
"Move!"  the  voice  cried. 

I  turned  to  see  a  tiny  girl  dressed  in  shorts,  a  tiny  t-shirt,  and 
sandals.  Her  belly  peeked  out  from  under  her  shirt,  and  her  hair  was 
white  and  swirled  into  ringlets  at  the  base  of  her  thin  neck.  She  held  a 
naked  doll  with  only  one  arm. 

"You're  not  actin'  real  nice  there..."  came  a  tiny  voice  just  a  bit 
bigger  and  louder  than  that  of  the  other  girl.  I  glanced  again  and  saw 
the  blond  head  of  another  little  child.  Her  face  was  barely  at  table  level. 

The  older  girl  could  not  have  been  more  than  four  years  old.  I 
had  looked  like  her  once— a  long  time  ago.  I  did  not  have  a  sister, 
though— only  a  brother.  He  was  younger  than  me,  but  just  because  he 
was  a  boy  did  not  stop  me  from  dressing  him  in  my  frilly  dresses  and 
making  him  sit  amongst  the  stuffed  animals  in  my  room  so  that  I  could 
play  schoolteacher.  When  he  cried  or  tried  to  run  away  I  bribed  him  with 
candy  or  a  toy.  He  always  fell  for  it.  I  was  really  upset  when  Mom  cut 
his  hair  short.  My  bows  and  barrettes  would  no  longer  stay  in.  He  was 
not  very  convincing  after  that,  and  I  had  trouble  pretending  he  was  a 
girl— he  just  looked  like  a  boy  wearing  a  dress. 

I  smiled  a  bit  remembering  what  a  good  sport  he  had  been  and 
hummed  along  to  the  music  that  had  begun  to  play  over  the  speakers  in 
the  ceiling. 

I  walked  a  bit  faster  to  the  buffet  this  time  and  grabbed  a 
piece  of  pizza.  As  I  began  to  slide  back  into  my  seat  I  noticed  a  small 
cobweb  hanging  from  the  light  fixture  overhead.  Every  time  the  fans 
revolved  in  a  full  circle  it  swayed  and  threatened  to  loosen  and  drift  into 
my  plate.  I  scooted  over  the  red  seat  a  bit  farther  toward  the  wall  this 
time,  just  in  case.  As  I  cozied  closer  to  the  wall  I  noticed  that  a  name 
and  a  date  had  been  carved  into  the  wood  paneling.  I  wondered  what 
would  possess  someone  to  carve  his  name  in  the  wall  of  a  pizza  parlor. 
Why  not  carve  your  name  in  a  place  a  little  more  important?  But,  what  I 
realized  at  that  instant  that  I  had  never  understood  before  was  that  this 
place  was  important.  Life  was  everywhere  I  turned— in  every  booth,  in 
every  seat,  in  every  crack,  in  every  crevice,  and  in  every  tile  in  the  floor 
where  someone  had  once  stepped.  And  life  was  what  made  everything 
else  important. 

I  gazed  out  the  window  for  a  while  before  leaving,  and  then  I 
quickly  paid  my  bill.  I  did  not  bother  to  put  on  my  raincoat  as  I  left.  I 
slung  it  over  my  arm  and  threw  open  the  door  of  the  restaurant.  I  ran 
through  the  rain  and  slid  the  key  into  the  door  of  my  white  Toyota.  My 
dad  had  bought  it  for  my  birthday  when  I  was  sixteen.  It  was  the  most 
expensive  thing  that  was  ever  entrusted  into  my  care.  As  I  jumped  into 
the  driver's  seat  under  the  thick,  black  night,  I  felt  that  something  inside 
of  me  had  changed.  As  I  drove  home  the  music  resounding  from  the 
radio  sounded  just  a  little  better.  All  of  the  lyrics  now  made  sense.  "All 
these  little  things  in  life... they  all  create  this  haze..."  And  I  noticed  every 
inflection  in  the  singers'  voices.  My  car  drove  just  a  bit  faster  that  night 
too.  I  drove  through  every  green  and  yellow  light  without  even  braking. 

Katie  E.  Lee 
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The  Drive 


I  sluggishly  trod  down  the 

Stale,  arid  road  of  Franklin's  contemporaries 

Cautiously  drifting  between  the  segmented 

Lines  of  learned  conformity 

The  crisis  of  Paine  is  not  lost 

But  I  gingerly  revolve  toward 

The  fertile  black  scars 

Dripped  by  Pollock's  pursuits 

In  constant  search  for  what  once 

Defined  individuality 

I  pass  the  cloverleaf 

Portal  to  Yoknapatawpha 

And  wonder  if  I  too 

Descended  from  the  lucky 

Likened  by  red  hair  and  fair  skin 

Destined  to  be  different 


R.  Shawn  Keifer 


Listener 


I  don't  usually  write  in 
Older,  mostly  filled  notebooks 

But  today  I  am, 

Having  left  my  other  one  at  home, 
In  my  rush  to  make  my  appointment 
For  a  haircut. 

Ill  bet  you  get  tired  of  me  telling 
Such  small  details  all  the  time, 

Like  how  it's  slowly  raining  outside, 
That  a  student  is  pacing  by  my  table 
Memorizing  something, 
And  how  my  coffee  still  needs 
Another  pack  or  two  of  sugar. 

Or  maybe  you  don't  mind  at  all. 
And  I  hope  that  really  is  the  case 

Because  there's  almost  nothing  I  like  more 
Than  having  you  unfold  a  paper 
Or  open  a  book 

And  listen  to  me  tell  you  about 
The  story  I  happen  to  be  reading, 
The  way  I  sometimes  miss 
My  friends, 

How  I  like  to  drink  my  coffee, 
And  that  today  I'm  writing 
In  an  older  notebook, 
One  of  twelve  this  year. 

Steven  Walker 
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Years  Explain 


I  used  to  wonder  why  a  baby  cries. 
I  know  why  an  old  lady  does  - 
The  letting  of  water 
Lifts  her  spirit  from  her  memories. 

All  a  baby  has  memories  of 
Are  of  late-night  feedings 
And  being  rocked  into  sleep. 
The  lives  they  live 

Give  no  reason  for  their  eyes  to  rain. 

But  an  old  man  cries 
Because  he  remembers  how  his  wife 
Used  to  kiss  his  cheek  at  bedtime 
Before  - 

But  I  didn't  know  why  a  baby  cries; 
I  know  now. 

The  years  have  explained  to  me 

That  a  child  cries  because  they  are  wise 

And  they  know  what  the  future  brings. 


Mary  O'Brien 


Marriage 


The  flashes  of  the  wedding  photographers 
Blinded  the  bride, 

Who  was  wobbling  uneasily  on  a  carpet  of  champagne. 

It  seemed  to  slide  slowly  out  from  underneath  her  feet 
With  each  passing  step. 

They  had  started  imbibing  at  brunch 
To  warm  up. 

By  the  time  the  throng  arrived  in  the  judge's  chambers, 
All  doubts  had  vanished. 

Even  though 

The  tuxedo  was  late, 

The  rings  were  too  tight, 

And  the  groom  didn't  fit  as  well  as  everyone  had  hoped, 
They  went  ahead  with  the  thing  anyway. 

There  was  no  time  to  make  any  alterations. 

Fumbling  along, 

He  declared  his  devotion  to  her  shoes 
And  she  looked  out  into  the  crowd, 
Dazed. 

Years  later, 

The  bleary-eyed  photographs  remained, 
Thrown  into  a  distant  drawer 
Along  with  the  crumbling  petals, 
Nearly  dust, 
Of  the  bouquet. 

Julia  Wright 
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Matricide 


The  road  to  her  sister's  place  was  so  dark 

Judi  and  I  felt  we  were  driving  toward 

A  hopeless  dawn  to  escape 

The  demon-knight  that  had  made  her  his  bride. 

Blackness  closed  in  behind  the  car  like 

A  wave  that  crashes  against  the  shore 

With  the  ebb  of  the  moon  guiding  it. 

The  streets  of  the  little  neighborhood  were  lifeless. 

As  we  drove  down  the  gravel  driveway, 

Her  house  appeared  as  in  slumber, 

Ready  to  be  wakened. 

Fear  forced  me  into  its  arms. 

The  unknown  terrified  me. 

Judi  raised  a  bloodied  and  bruised  limb 
To  the  window  pane. 

The  trembling  of  her  hand  tapped  the  glass. 
The  house  came  to  life  and  became  our  savior. 
At  last,  morning  had  approached. 

The  day  drew  by  quickly,  though,  and 
The  gloaming  soon  arrived. 
He  found  us. 

Judi  betrayed  the  protection  of  the  sun  and 

Ran  back  into  the  wrenching  embrace  of  the  evening, 

Believing  promises  of  restoration 

Which  would  never  be  fulfilled, 

And  breaking  promises  of  protection 

She  made  to  me. 

With  her  decision  came  the  dismissal 
Of  her  office. 

Goodbye  Judi;  'mother'  is  no  longer  your  title. 


Helen  Ham 
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Aubrey 


They  buried  you  yesterday. 

I  wasn't  there,  not  in  body, 

Nor  mind,  but  in  spirit,  and  heart, 

And  lungs.  I  saw  you  laughing, 

Or  maybe  I  as  much  heard  you, 

Denying  to  myself 

Your  crash,  your  inevitable  death, 

The  mourning  of  loved  ones. 

I've  given  my  fair  share 

Of  tears  for  you,  though  you  did  not 

See  them.  I  did  not  break  down. 

I  did  not  contemplate  life. 

I  did  not  direct  my  anger  at  a 

Faceless  God  who  took  you  at 

Such  a  young  age. 

But  I  swear  you  were  just  here.  Maybe 
Forever  immortalized  in  the  hearts  of 
Those  who  loved  you.  And  my  week 
Was  not  supposed  to  be  like  this. 
What  do  I  say  now?  If  my  words  could 
Even  have  significance,  or  the  slightest 
Good  meaning,  I  would  say  them.  I  believe, 
However,  it  is  my  silence  that  is  most 
Required  of  me.  In  my  mind  I  picture  you. 
We  talk  about  the  good  old  days.  Days  that 
Now  I  can  never  relive.  So  simply  put  I 
Search  to  live  my  life  forever,  never  to  border 
Tragedy.  To  find  a  place  of  existence 
Where  death  is  not  so  imminent. 

Eddie  Becker 
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Ode  to  a  Surfer 


At  first  light, 

I  contrive  to  walk  the  dogs 
For  some  small  glimpse 
Of  your  salty,  dripping  hair, 
My  hero. 

You  paddle  out 

Into  the  turquoise  that  would  readily  engulf  you, 
Taming  the  sea 

With  your  perfect  fluid  motions. 

In  the  afternoon  you  calmly  emerge. 

Your  eyes  are  fearless,  confident. 

Your  slick  black  wetsuit  glistens  in  the  sun. 

When  you  see  me, 
Your  gaze  softens. 

You  brush  a  stray  strand  out  of  your  eyes, 

And  I  become  a  befuddled  mumbler, 

Some  soggy  mass  of  jelly  trod  upon  by  sandy  feet. 

If  only  I  could  string  words  together  into  coherent  sentences, 
I  would  tell  you 
That  you  are 

The  first  birdsong  I  hear,  and 
The  bedmate  of  all  my  insomnias. 


Julia  Wright 
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Dido  in  the  Underworld 


Was  it  really  so  long  ago 

That  your  ships  sailed  for  a  region 

Without  me? 

What  was  the  ultimate  betrayal, 

The  leaving  or  the  way  you 

Never  looked  back? 

What  made  you  believe  that  now, 

Here— of  all  places— your  reasons  would  be 

Anymore  acceptable  to  me, 

Your  enemy  still? 

Was  it  really  a  year  ago? 

Over  a  year,  really,  since  you  pulled  away 

And  I  remained,  feet  grown  into  the  ground? 

What  is  worse,  the  danger  of  forgetting 

Or  the  pain  of  knowing  that  at  short  last 

I  have  been  forgotten? 

What  makes  me  believe  that  one  day  the  end 

Will  come  finally,  and  I  will  not  be 

In  love  with  you  still? 

Nancy  Shealy 
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Sower 


His  hands  shaking,  he  eased  his  way  to  the  ground.  The  grass 
that  he  knelt  in  was  almost  as  rich  a  green  as  the  sky  was  blue.  The  light 
that  suffused  the  landscape  shone  on  the  delicate  seedling  that  the  old 
man  settled  to  the  ground  beside  his  gloves  and  trowel.  He  grasped  the 
smooth  mahogany  handle  of  the  latter  and  began  to  delve  deep  into  the 
black  earth  of  this  garden.  Everyone  in  the  city  knew  this  garden  to  be 
the  old  man's  favorite.  Here  was  the  garden  in  which  he  planted  his  fa- 
vorite herbs.  His  other  plants  would  flourish,  too,  but  not  in  an  earth  as 
rich  and  soft  as  was  prepared  in  this  patch. 

The  old  man  moved  carefully,  his  actions  planned  and  pre- 
cise. He  dug  firmly  with  the  easy  assurance  of  someone  who  had  been 
doing  this  for  years  and  who  delighted  in  each  moment.  He  spoke  as  he 
arranged  the  earth  to  his  satisfaction.  "Here  now,"  he  said  in  a  gruff 
voice.  "Here  now,  here  is  where  you'll  be.  You'll  love  it  here.  You're  be- 
side the  peppermint,  but  close  enough  to  the  Mediterranean  basil  to  get 
some  good  conversation  going.  Oh,  you'll  like  it  here.  I  always  knew  that 
you  would  be  just  perfect  here." 

He  set  down  his  trowel  and  lifted  the  tiny  sprig  of  lavender.  He 
looked  at  it  for  a  long  moment.  "I  remember  when  you  were  just  a  seed; 
barely  big  enough  to  see.  When  I  first  planted  you,  you  were  so  stub- 
born—it took  you  a  good  age  or  so  to  finally  start  to  grow." 

He  paused  for  a  moment,  still  gazing  at  the  plant,  and  then  set 
it  gently  into  the  waiting  trough.  He  moved  the  soft  grains  of  soil  to  sur- 
round the  plant,  and  then  tamped  the  earth  down  firmly  for  support.  He 
inspected  his  work,  and  then  sat  back.  At  a  word  the  watering  can  was 
handed  to  him  and  he  carefully  sprinkled  the  new  transplant. 

"So,  what  do  you  think?"  he  asked.  Tones  of  admiration  and 
wonder  were  expressed  and  the  old  man  got  to  his  feet.  He  grunted  and 
gestured  for  the  throng  to  follow. 

The  old  man  moved  through  his  garden.  His  steps  were  not 
hurried,  and  as  he  walked  he  inspected  every  inch  of  his  property.  The 
orchids  were  coming  along  well  but  the  violets  needed  water.  He  moved 
the  glossy-leafed  azalea  limbs,  and  leaned  closer  to  the  wilting  plants. 

"Do  you  know,"  he  murmured  as  he  carefully  watered  the 
plant,  "if  you  would  trust  me  to  come  and  water  you  instead  of  leaning 
towards  the  stream  over  there,  you'd  do  a  lot  better." 

Voices  behind  him  murmured  in  assent  and  wondered  at  his 
wisdom  and  goodness.  The  old  man  allowed  the  azalea  branches  to 
settle  back  and  continued  on  his  way.  He  noted  the  height  of  the  grass, 
and  its  color.  He  knew  when  it  would  need  a  trim,  and  reminded  himself 
to  put  a  few  grains  of  fertilizer  on  that  few  feet  of  grass  on  the  side  that 
always  needed  a  little  extra. 

He  walked  over  the  bridge  than  his  son  had  built,  and  entered 
the  garden  that  was  his  son's  particular  favorite.  This  garden  was  not 
quite  as  green  as  his  own;  each  plant  was  tended  to  with  a  meticulous- 
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ness  that  told  of  the  son's  heritage,  but  some  of  the  branches  were 
browning,  and  some  of  the  trees  had  fruit  that  looked  like  they  just  might 
be  rotting. 

The  old  man  had  reached  out  to  snap  away  one  particularly 
withered  branch  when  his  son  appeared  at  his  elbow  with  a  cry. 
"Father!" 

There  was  a  murmur  of  excited  voices  from  the  assembly,  and 
the  old  man  started,  coughed,  and  turned  to  his  son. 

"Oh  hello  there.  Didn't  see  you  standing  there." 

"Da,  you  weren't  going  to  break  off  that  branch,  were  you? 

"Oh  well,  you  see  it.  It'll  never  be  straight.  You've  had  trouble 
with  it  since  we  first  agreed  to  graft  it  in." 

The  two  men  stood  regarding  the  limb  in  question.  It  was  a 
part  of  a  peach  tree,  and  they  were  both  particularly  fond  of  this  certain 
tree.  In  its  branches  innumerable  generations  of  birds  had  built  their 
nests,  and  the  young  sheep  would  often  come  to  lean  against  its  bark, 
and  rest  during  the  day.  It  grew  tall  and  straight,  its  limbs  always  luxuri- 
ant with  blossoms  or  heavy  with  fruit.  This  one  branch  however  was  bare 
of  fruit,  and  knobby  with  scars.  The  leaves  on  it  were  thin,  and  some 
were  turning  gray. 

"Oh  Da,  it  will  liven  up!  It  has  just  had  a  hard  time.  With  one 
thing  and  another,  it  has  just  not  been  able  to  pick  itself  up.  It  will  come 
around  soon  for  sure!" 

The  old  man  harrumphed,  and  with  a  disbelieving  glance  at  his 
son,  he  continued  on  his  way.  The  son  touched  a  leaf  with  a  tender 
touch  and  followed  his  father. 

"Have  you  been  by  the  vines,  Da?"  The  son  reached  to  move  a 
branch  sticking  out  into  the  path  as  the  old  man  made  his  way  around 
the  garden. 

"Been  by?  Where  do  you  think  I  spent  my  morning?  Playing 
spades  with  them?"  He  waved  to  the  following  crowd.  "I  was  there  first 
off." 

"So  you  saw  those  grapes?" 

The  old  man's  gait  grew  stiff,  and  a  tint  suffused  his  jowls.  The 
grapes  were  some  of  the  best  he  had  ever  seen,  as  sweet  as  pure  honey. 
They  hung  in  heavy  perfection  from  a  wild  grafting  that  his  son  had  per- 
sisted in  making.  The  old  man  had  insisted  that  the  graft  would  never 
take,  and  had  made  it  a  point  to  bring  it  up  in  conversations  whenever  he 
had  a  need  of  something  to  hang  over  his  son's  head.  The  old  man  cast  a 
sideways  glance  at  his  boy,  and  at  the  glint  in  his  eyes  the  old  man 
grumbled  something  under  his  breath  about  disrespect,  but  slowed  down 
his  walk  and  said  something  about  the  chances  of  rot. 

As  they  moved  from  the  garden  and  into  the  shadow  of  the 
woods,  a  deep  silence  muffled  their  steps.  The  mosses  were  deep  where 
they  grew  along  a  clear  stream.  The  son  stooped  to  reach  his  hands  into 
the  cold  water  while  the  father  lowered  himself  to  a  rock  placed  conven- 
iently against  a  tree.  They  both  sat  for  a  time  in  the  silence,  then  the  son 
turned  and  asked,  "Da,  do  you  remember  the  garden  beside  yours?" 

"Ay,  I  remember." 

"What  happened  there?" 
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The  old  man  shifted  on  his  stone  seat,  eyeing  the  creek. 
"Is  that  watercress  I  see?"  he  asked. 

The  son  turned  to  look,  and  reached  for  some.  He  pulled  it  out 
of  the  shallows  and  passed  it  to  his  father.  The  old  man  rooted  around  in 
the  crisp  cold  bunch  for  a  moment  and  then  pulled  out  a  slimy  rotten 
cress.  He  held  it  out  for  his  son  to  take  and  said,  "That  is  what  hap- 
pened, boy." 

The  old  man  rubbed  the  worn  canvas  on  his  knee  and  looked 
hard  into  the  depth  of  the  woods.  "A  long  time  ago,  I  used  to  have  an 
olive  tree.  It  was  a  lovely  tree;  perfect  in  almost  every  way.  There  was 
one  branch  though,  that  wasn't  good.  It  started  off  growing  straight  and 
true,  but  over  the  years,  it  started  to  twist,  and  after  a  period  of  time  it 
was  knotty,  and  tough.  The  leaves  that  grew  on  that  branch  were  de- 
formed, and  the  fruit  was  diseased.  So  that  the  death  in  that  limb  would 
not  spread  to  the  rest  of  the  tree,  I  broke  that  branch  off,  and  grafted  in 
a  limb  from  a  wild  olive  tree.  The  graft  took  very  well,  and  soon  it  was 
pushing  out  leaves  and  fruit  just  like  it  had  never  been  anything  but  that 
olive's  natural  shoot." 

"But  what  if,  as  that  under-gardener  in  the  side  garden  did, 
that  branch  started  to  think  that  it  was  better  than  the  rest  of  the  tree? 
What  if  the  wild  branch  begins  to  crowd  the  natural  branches,  and  tries 
to  take  more  than  its  share  of  food?  Suppose  that  branch  says  'Oh,  what 
a  wonderful  branch  I  am!  The  branch  here  before  me  was  cut  to  make 
room  for  me!  Why,  these  other  branches  should  be  in  debt  to  me  for 
making  this  tree  look  so  good.  The  branches  and  trunk  and  roots  should 
all  praise  me!' 

"Well  son,  it  in  not  the  branch  that  supports  that  olive  tree;  it  is 
the  roots  and  the  trunk  that  support  that  branch!  That  wild  branch,  no 
matter  how  nice  and  healthy  and  profitable  it  is,  is  still  a  wild  branch.  If  I 
was  willing  to  cut  off  a  natural  branch  and  put  a  wild  one  in  its  place,  I 
am  going  to  be  even  more  willing  to  break  off  the  wild  branch  and  put  a 
natural  one  in  its  place." 

He  paused  and  they  sat  for  a  time  looking  at  light  filtering 
through  the  trees.  "That  gardener  was  a  wild  one.  He  was  put  in  charge 
of  the  garden  next  to  mine  because  he  was  worthy  of  it.  He  was  a  won- 
derful gardener  who  came  close  to  being  as  good  with  plants  as  I  am. 
But  his  one  problem  was  that  he  liked  control.  His  garden  began  to  be 
less  about  beauty  and  the  plants,  and  more  about  the  control  he  could 
exert.  He  staked  all  his  plants,  not  just  his  tomatoes  or  his  peas.  He 
staked  a  weeping  willow  once!  Sometimes  he  wouldn't  water  his  plants 
just  so  that  he  could  assure  himself  as  to  their  total  dependence  on  him." 

The  old  man  shook  his  head  in  amazement.  "He  was  really 
getting  crazy.  Things  got  worse  and  worse  until  I  finally  had  to  tell  him  to 
leave."  The  old  man  looked  sadly  at  a  weed  he  had  found  curving  over 
his  shoe.  He  bent  to  uproot  it  and  went  on,  "The  last  thing  that  he  did 
before  leaving  was  to  sow  the  earth  in  his  garden  with  salt.  I  went  in 
after  he  left  and  every  plant  that  he  worked  with  was  dead,  and  every 
tree  limb  broken.  After  a  while  the  salt  from  his  land  began  to  seep  into 
the  neighboring  plots." 

The  old  man  turned  to  look  full  on  his  son.  "Boy,  I  want  you  to 
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fix  that."  The  son  looked  doubtfully  at  his  father.  "I  can't  go  in  there; 
there  are  things  that  I  need  to  do  here.  But  you're  able.  You  built  that 
bridge  from  my  garden  to  yours,  and  you  can  fix  that  ruined  garden. 
That  stream  under  the  bridge,  that  is  good  water.  That  water  has  every- 
thing in  it  that  that  garden  needs  to  wash  away  all  the  acid  that  is  death 
to  anything  that  tries  to  grow.  That  water  can  wash  away  the  ruin— it  is 
life!" 

The  son  was  silent.  He  didn't  look  at  his  father,  but  instead  at 
the  crushed  weed  in  his  father's  fingers.  His  eyes  were  dark  when  he  met 
his  father's  gaze.  "That'll  be  hard,  Da." 

The  old  man  didn't  waver.  "I  know,  boy,  but  it  is  the  only  way. 
Will  you  do  it?" 

The  son  didn't  hesitate,  but  sat  up  and  said,  "Oh,  ay,  I'll  do  it." 
"Good  then." 

The  old  man  began  to  get  to  his  feet  and  the  son  jumped  up  to  help  him. 
The  old  man  looked  at  his  son  long  and  hard.  "Boy,"  he  said,  "I'm  proud 
of  you.  You're  a  good  man." 

The  son  said  nothing,  but  took  his  father's  arm,  and  they 
started  back  for  the  gardens. 

So  the  son  went  and  he  poured  living  water  out  on  the  ruined 
garden.  The  weed  was  bruised,  and  the  earth  was  cleansed.  The  son 
joined  his  father  and  as  they  looked  out  over  the  gardens,  they  were 
pleased. 


Amy  Corbett 
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The  Quarry  ~  Jeremy  Zender 


Hunted 


Seized  between  the  jaws  of  the  steel  trap, 

I  stare  hazily  at  the  pinpricks 

Of  truth  between  the  leaves 

Light  years  above  me. 

Waiting  for  the  finality  of  the  bullet-fast  lie, 

I  can  only  wonder 

What  I  ever  did  to  you. 

The  past  closes  over  me  like 

Moss  on  a  stone, 

Memories  penetrating  my  skin 

Like  pine  needles  trying  to 

Infiltrate  my  body. 

Your  crackling  footsteps 

Echo  in  my  ears. 

I  close  my  eyes, 

Obsidian  images  of  you  jeering 

In  my  brain, 

And  wait  for  the  end 

That  I  know  is 

Shooting  out  of  the  barrel 

Of  your  mouth. 


Nancy  Shealy 
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Leaves 


Tumbling  they  roll  and  sing 
Like  a  confused  chorus  line, 
Whisking  along  the  pavement 
Until  they  are  moved 
Into  a  new  dance  posture. 

Sitting  silent  they  know  not  purpose 

And  lay  aimlessly 

On  the  hot,  dark  asphalt 

Until  the  being  decides  that 

It  is  time  to  move  on. 

The  sun  and  cool  wind 
Confuse  the  dry  creatures 
So  they  wander,  looking, 
Looking  for  a  new  destination 
Where  they  will  be  complete. 

The  chameleon-like  creatures 
Lie  plundered  in  a  heap 
While  they  wait  for  their  Master 
To  decide  their  destiny. 


Mary  O'Brien 


Conversation  with  Life 


I  am  my  own, 

Living  in  shadows  of  a  cokl, 

Dim  wilderness  of  life, 

Where  the  darkness  scorches  like  fire, 

And  the  winds  shriek. 

Here  there  is  no  shelter. 

A  voice  whispers  amid  the  banshee  cries. 
Come. 

This  isn't  the  first  time. 

The  unsettling  word  has  been  uttered  here  before, 
But  has  never  been  answered. 

I  don't  understand... 

Why  won't  you  leave  me  in  my  despair? 

My  love  for  you  is  immortal, 

Eternal. 

I  know  you. 

I  see  Hell  in  your  eyes. 

Come  to  me,  I  want  to  take  it  away. 

Vivid  scenes  rush  my  mind. 
I  remember. 

A  man  ministered  to  the  vulgar  masses 

With  a  severe  reverence  for  those  fully  mortal. 

You  are  the  one  who  traded  red  velvet  for  purple  satin. 
I  wish  I  had  the  courage. 
What  am  I  to  do  before  I  am  to  see  you? 
Just  come. 

He  lights  the  candle. 

The  scent  of  alabaster  perfume  fills  the  air. 
A  red  flame  appears  and  melts  the  wax 
Leaving  a  bare  wick  burning. 
He  has  become  the  source  of  my  existence. 
I  am  not  my  own. 

Helen  Ham 
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Mango 


I  bleed  every  year. 

This  is  after  the  mower  stops  going  by  ever  three  days 

And  before  the  weavers  flock  to  the  garden  with  water 

Situated  over  the  septic  tank. 

I  do  not  bleed  when  they  cut  my  locks 

Or  when  they  eat  my  children. 

I  do  not  bleed  when  I  lose  a  limb. 

I  bleed  silently  and  slowly 

The  drops  gathering  and  clotting  amber  overnight. 

First  heavy  cream,  then  dark  caramel,  and  by 

the  next  bleeding, 
Black. 

They  touch  my  blood,  and  wonder  at  its  tearish  presence. 
But  they  never  wonder  at  my  pain 
Quiet  in  the  corner  of  their  yard. 

Amy  Corbett 
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An  Old  Stone 


An  old  man,  brazen  and  brown, 
Pushes  splinters  into  logs 
With  leather  hands  and  beats 
Against  the  sun  with 
Sawmill  blades  spitting 
Oak  dust. 

He  stands  in  ragged  brown  pants, 

Like  a  solid  stump  in  front 

Of  stripped  walnut  and  twisted, 

Rust  of  scrap 

Angle  iron. 

And  jabbers  dry  tongue  against  gum, 

Telling  his  dirty  stories, 

Soused  in  blistering 

Midday  July 

Heat. 

In  the  evening  he  stops  to  dump 
Bits  of  bark  from  his  boots  and 
Takes  off  his  grainy  socks 
And  rests  them  in  the  bed,  by 
The  wheel  well  of  his 
71  Chevy  pickup. 
Then  drives  to  a  locally  owned 
Grocery  store  and  scuttles  his 
Short  stature  side  to  side, 
Over  44  grade  stone 
Thinly  laid  in  the 
Parking  lot, 

Rough  and  barefoot,  for  a  green 
Bottled  beer  he  savors  long, 
Sweet  and  slow  after  he 
Arrives  home  as  the 
Sun  is  setting  an 
Orange  glow. 

He  sits  on  a  three  legged  stool  in  the 
Corner  of  his  living  room  and 
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Between  sips  he  spits  the 
Dark  black  juice 
Of  loose  pouch 
Tobacco 

Towards  a  bronze  spittoon  ornately 
Reflecting  a  12  inch  black  and  white 
Television  screen. 
And 

It  smells  old  and  sweet. 


Jeremy  Zender 


Otherwise 


So  violent  the  persistence 
Of  memory  though  maybe  Dali 
Did  not  intend  it  to  be  so. 
I  find  it  more  gut  wrenching 
Than  fingertips  on  the  edge 
Of  a  cliff  holding  on  for 
Whatever  life  is  worth.  More 
Disturbing  than  the  movies  of 
Serial  killers.  It's  as  if 
Broken  hearts  remain  like  a 
Scar  on  the  face.  Like  a  royal 
Flush  in  your  game  of  poker 
And  all  you  have  is  two  pair. 

So  when  does  the  time  come 
Late  in  the  evening,  when  you 
Realize  it's  time  to  just 
Throw  in  the  cards?  Is  there 
Any  easy  way  out?  The  fact 
Remains,  lingers  like  dark  clouds 
On  the  sunniest  of  days. 
You're  not  in  love  anymore, 
And  no  one  is  there  to  tell  you 
Otherwise. 


Eddie  Becker 
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Tuesday 


Maybe  it's  Sinatra  singing  overhead, 
Or  the  heat  of  the  three  o'clock  sun 
Pouring  through  this  wall  sized  window. 

Or  maybe  it's  the  new  white  shirt  I'm  wearing. 

But  something  about  today  is  giving  it 
A  different  feel, 

As  if  today  has  been  cut  from  the  full  length  film 
And  made  into  a  single  episode, 

No  longer  trapped  between  tomorrow  and  yesterday. 

I  wonder  if  the  rest  of  my  day 

Will  continue  to  give  me  this  feeling, 

If  green  lights  will  favor  me  all  the  way  home, 

If  birds  will  fly  over  in  slow  motion  or  perch 

In  rows  on  a  nearby  power-line. 

I  can't  help  but  think  about 
The  possibilities — 

Perhaps  I  will  answer  someone's  important  question, 
Invent  a  new  word, 
Find  a  four-leaf  clover. 

Or  maybe  I  will  capture  someone's  heart- 
By  her  just  thinking  of  me, 

As  I  decide  to  just  keep  driving 
Or  I  park  beside  a  field  somewhere 
To  watch  those  birds  in  slow  motion. 


Steven  Walker 
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A  Day  in  the  South  Pacific 


The  brutality  of  the  white  light 
Ousted  me  out  of  someone  else's  bed 
While  they  were  still  deep  in  slumber, 
Rumpled,  and  adorable. 

I  stepped  off  the  porch, 
Effusively  flinging  my  flip-flops 
Beside  a  pair  of  limp  board  shorts 
That  dangled  off  a  folding  chair, 
Drying  in  the  sun. 

I  strolled, 

And  rolled  my  eyes  at  the  yelping  hopscotch  of  a  tourist 
Who  had  never  stepped  on  coral  before, 
So  pale  and  out  of  place 

Amid  the  laughter  and  splashes  of  warm  brown  children. 
A  painted  fish 

Batted  its  eyelashes  at  me,  and 

Fluttering  delicately, 

Issued  forth  its  invitation  to  dance. 

Plumeria  flowers  caressed  my  neck 

As  I  lapped  up  the  remnants  of  the  afternoon. 

The  sweet  dizziness  of  sea  breezes 

Sent  me  suddenly  tumbling  into  the  sand 

And  my  gaze  wandered 

Toward  the  effervescent  kisses  of 

Beachside  lovers  whose  mouths, 

Still  thirsty,  sought  each  other. 

On  the  cliff  overlooking  the  purple  sea 

I  made  the  decision 

Never  to  miss  another  sunset 

As  the  silver  streak  of  the  rowing  team 
Drifted  across  my  line  of  vision. 

While  I  rambled  homeward, 
I  bore  witness  to  the  murmur  of  palm  fronds 
Telling  each  other  shimmering  secrets 
In  the  night. 

Julia  Wright 
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School  Ruins  ~  Helen  Ham 


Ambition 


I  want  to  be  polished  by  the  years 
Like  the  oak  chair  beside  the  front  door, 
Lit  by  the  dying  light  of  the  day. 

My  edges  worn  smooth  by  an  age, 

I'll  be  a  prop  for  the  young  bright  things. 

Those  unscratched  by  time  and  tragedy. 

Time  is  not  forgiving  of  faults, 
So  it  will  be  my  carpenter, 
Repairing  and  restoring  me 
Until  I  am  ground 
Into  use  of  perfection. 


Amy  Corbett 
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Remembrance  of  Things  Stupid 


"Can  you  drive  any  faster?"  I  asked,  irritated  by  something 
beyond  her  control.  "A  butterfly  just  sped  past  us." 

"Maybe  you'd  like  to  get  out  and  walk,"  Dawn  threatened, 
speeding  up  just  a  little. 

"I'd  get  there  faster,"  I  muttered,  angry  that  I  was  letting  the 
impending  event  get  to  me  enough  to  snap  at  my  roommate,  especially 
when  she  hadn't  done  anything  yet. 

She  patted  my  knee.  "There,  there.  Just  hold  on  and  we'll  be 
there,  and  you  can  get  some  punch  to  take  your  Pamprin  with." 

"Shut  up." 

She  just  smirked  at  me,  knowing  I'd  feel  sorry  and  apologize, 
which  I  did.  "I  just  have  some  important  stuff  that  I  have  to  take  care  of 
tonight,  and  it's  making  me  nervous." 

"Do  tell.  Is  this  the  night  when  you  get  drunk  and  dance  on 
the  table  after  all  those  years  of  repression?" 

I  sighed.  "No,  that's  next  year  because  I'm  still  repressed. 
This  year  is  when  I  embarrass  myself  and  let  Doug  know  that  I  was  the 
one  that  wrote  those  poems  to  him  sophomore  year." 

Those  poems.  Said  so  casually,  but  to  be  really  melodramatic, 
they  were  naked  expressions  of  my  tortured  soul,  a  phrase  I  found  on 
the  back  of  a  Sylvia  Plath  book  and  have  used  ever  since.  But  in  all  hon- 
esty, they  really  were  in  a  way.  Doug... the  man  was  my  ideal,  and  in  my 
love-stupid  mind,  I  figured  that  anonymous  poems  were  a  perfect  way  to 
let  him  know  that  someone  loved  him,  even  if  he  never  found  out  who  it 
was.  It  was  only  a  few  minutes  after  delivering  the  poems  to  the  college 
post  office  (after  hours,  of  course)  that  I  realized  just  how  stalkeresque 
the  whole  thing  was.  And  now,  the  year  after  graduation,  the  first  time 
in  a  year  that  I'd  seen  him,  I  was  going  to  drop  a  nuclear  information 
bomb  on  him.  I  have  always  had  issues  with  my  timing. 

The  gymnasium  loomed  large  as  we  pulled  into  the  parking  lot. 
It  was  decorated  in  red  and  white  streamers  and  red  and  white  balloons. 
Hats  off  to  the  decorating  team  with  their  zany  ideas.  The  last  place  I 
wanted  to  reveal  my  one  careless  act  was  in  a  gym  with  balloons  and 
streamers.  Then  again,  I  didn't  WANT  to  reveal  it  anywhere,  so  here 
was  just  as  good  and  anyplace  else.  Still,  it  was  going  to  be  hard  to 
maintain  even  modicum  of  dignity  while  batting  balloons  out  of  my  face. 

"Hi  there!  Macy,  right?"  A  blonde  thing  with  a  perky  expres- 
sion and  even  perkier  ponytail  said.  She  was  sitting  at  the  welcome  desk 
that  boasted  nametags.  Hers,  I  noticed,  said  Traci'  in  big  bubble  letters. 
And  yes,  the  Y  was  dotted  with  a  heart.  Cliches:2,  Me:0. 

"Urn,  no.  It's  Hannah,  actually,"  I  corrected,  filling  in  the  blank 
to  the  statement  Hello  My  Name  Is  with  a  Sharpie  pen,  shooting  one  of 
those  looks  at  Dawn  that  only  four  years  of  living  together  can  produce. 

"Oh,  that's  too  bad!  If  your  name  was  Macy,  our  names  would 
rhyme  and  that  would  be  so  awesome!" 

"Awesome  hardly  describes  what  it  would  be,  Traci." 
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"Yeah,  more  like... stellar.  Yeah,  stellar!  Well,  you  have  fun  in 
there  and  just  remember,  if  the  punch  is  spiked  don't  wind  up  dancing  on 
any  tables!" 

What  is  it  about  me  that  suggests  dancing  on  tables?  I  thought 
as  I  wandered  into  the  gym,  feeling  as  if  I  was  at  a  prom,  which  was  odd 
since  I've  never  even  been  to  a  prom  because  of  my  fierce  independence 
as  a  high  schooler.  (Read:  no  date.)  Dawn  wished  me  luck,  and  made  a 
beeline  for  a  group  of  professors  we'd  had.  Nametags  were  everywhere, 
and  I  saw  a  few  people  I  recognized  but  none  I  really  felt  compelled  to 
talk  to.  My  one  object  was  to  find  Doug,  catch  up,  see  if  I  still  thought 
he  was  hot,  and  then  spill  the  beans  and  leave,  or  at  least  hide. 

"Hannah?  I  can't  believe  you  came  inside!  I  thought  you'd  be 
outside  with  a  sandwich  board  protesting!" 

I  turned.  There  he  was,  arms  waiting  for  a  hug  and  that  idiotic 
grin  that  I  used  to  find  so  adorable.  OK,  I  still  did  find  it  adorable.  The 
obligatory  hug,  the  Wow-I-Almost-Didn't-Recognize-You's  that  are  par  for 
the  course  before  the  traditional  So,-What-Have-You-Been-Up-To's. 

Fortunately,  Doug  was  in  one  of  his  more  talkative  moods.  I 
listened,  I  really  did,  but  I  couldn't  help  but  plan  how  I  was  going  to  tell 
him.  Doug,  I  know  this  sounds  crazy,  but  I  have  something  I  need  to  tell 
you.  I'm  the  one  who  wrote  those  poems  to  you  sophomore  year. 

Then  I  had  to  plan  his  response.  Most  likely  it  was  going  to  be 
along  the  lines  of  You?!  I  thought  of  a  lot  of  people,  but  never  you! 
That's  just  not  like  you... and  that's  a  little  weird,  Hannah.  I'm  now  very 
uncomfortable  around  you  and  I  don't  think  we  should  keep  in  contact, 
although  that  won't  stop  you  from  continuing  your  stalking,  I  suppose. 
But  there  was  always  the  chance  that  it  could  go  more  like  You?!  Finally, 
I  know  who  wrote  those  poems!  They  were  so  beautiful,  so  touching 
that  I  fell  in  love  immediately,  sight  unseen,  with  whoever  could  write 
such  things!  I  hoped  it  was  you  for  these  past  three  years,  and  now 
heaven  has  seen  fit  to  grant  me  my  wish!  Oh,  Hannah,  say  you  still  feel 
that  way!  Granted,  that  was  pretty  unlikely,  but  I  had  to  plan  for  all 
contingencies. 

I  was  getting  impatient.  I  waited  till  the  part  in  the  conversa- 
tion where  we  got  around  to  reminiscing  about  college  stunts  before 
bringing  it  up. 

"...and  then  the  turtle  fell  off  the  statue  and  everyone  thought 
it  was  a  demonstration  by  PETA!  I  still  laugh  at  that!" 

I  laughed  too,  indulgently,  before  blurting  out  "I  have  a  mem- 
ory too,  something  I've  never  been  able  to  forget  I  did." 

"Really?  Now  I'm  all  ears.  Did  you  dance  on  a  table  or  some- 
thing?" 

What  is  WITH  this? 

I  forced  calmness.  "No.  I  know  this  sounds  crazy,  but  I  have 
to  tell  you  something.  I'm  the  one  who  wrote  those  anonymous  poems 
to  you  sophomore  year."  THERE.  I'd  said  it.  It  was  out,  bouncing 
around  in  his  court  and  it  was  his  ball. 

"What  on  earth  are  you  talking  about?  What  poems?" 

What  poems?!  What  did  he  mean,  what  poems?!  He  had  to 
be  kidding.  He  couldn't  really  mean  that.  In  all  my  fantasies  of  this 
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moment,  all  my  planning  and  re-planning,  I  had  never  once  thought  that 
he'd  react  with  ignorance.  But  there  he  stood,  looking  confused. 

I  tried  to  save  face.  "Poems?  I  didn't  say  poems.. ..I  mean,  I 
might  have  said  it  but  what  I  meant  was... tomes!  Yeah,  those,  urn, 
tomes  you  lent  me?  Of... Shakespeare?  Big  tomes  of  literature,  that's 
what  I  meant.  Not  poems,  I  don't  know  why  I  said  poems..." 

"So  you  borrowed  anonymous  tomes  of  Shakespeare?"  Now 
he  was  looking  skeptical,  as  well  as  worried,  as  if  he  thought  he  might  be 
in  the  company  of  a  crazy  person.  I  couldn't  say  for  sure  that  he  wasn't. 
So  I  did  the  only  thing  I  could  think  of. 

I  cut  and  ran. 

All  right,  I  didn't  run.  I  walked  as  fast  as  possible,  hoping 
people  wouldn't  really  notice  me,  and  if  they  did,  that  they  wouldn't  ask 
me  questions,  and  if  they  did  that,  then  that  I  could  get  away  quickly  and 
leave  them  to  speculate  about  what  could  have  made  me  walk  briskly  out 
like  that.  Maybe  she  found  out  she's  pregnant!  Maybe  she's  having  an 
affair!  Maybe  she  just  revealed  to  her  old  crush  that  she  wrote  him  po- 
ems and  he  doesn't  remember  them! 

I  got  outside  and  looked  frantically  for  my  getaway  car.  Luck- 
ily, Dawn  had  parked  close  and  had  left  it  unlocked.  I  scrambled  inside 
and  laid  my  head  on  the  dashboard,  shutting  the  door  on  the  clamoring 
gym.  How  could  he  not  remember  them?  They'd  tormented  me  for  three 
years,  torturing  reminders  of  my  naked  stupidity.  They  were  so  impor- 
tant to  me.  They  weren't  even  worth  remembering  to  him.  Maybe  he 
really  hadn't  gotten  them,  but  either  way  he  had  no  idea  that  I  ever 
thought  of  him  as  more  than  a  friend,  and  he  had  no  idea  that  at  some 
point  in  time,  I'd  loved  him  and  wanted  to  let  him  know  that.  My  mission 
had  failed,  and  I'd  driven  myself  crazy  for  three  years  over  nothing. 

I  wanted  to  cry.  I  thought  I  was  going  to,  but  I  didn't.  I  tried 
to  make  the  tears  come,  but  all  came  was... well,  nothing.  Nothing  hap- 
pened. Doug  didn't  come  out  to  the  parking  lot  looking  for  me.  I  didn't 
cry,  and  the  world  didn't  end.  Dawn  did  come  out  to  find  me  a  little 
later,  saying  she  was  tired  and  wanted  to  leave  too,  although  she  didn't 
look  or  sound  tired.  She  filled  me  in  on  the  gossip  as  we  drove  home, 
and  said  that  someone  had  danced  on  a  table  towards  the  end  of  the 
evening  because  of  the  spiked  punch,  but  I  think  that  was  just  to  make 
me  feel  better.  It  did,  sort  of. 


Narrcy  Shealy 
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Sisyphean  Task 


You  push  me  to  the  peak, 

But  I  haven't  made  it  yet. 

You  thrust  me  towards  the  edge 

Time  and  again,  but  I  peek  over 

And  retreat  to  safety,  to  the  known, 

But  always  hoping  for 

That  delicious  plunge. 

Ashley  McGrady 
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Her  Divorce 


It  slipped  out  of  her  mouth  like  a 
Four-letter  work.  Divorce. 
An  everyday  occurrence,  like  stopping 
At  red  lights.  Balancing  a  checkbook. 
She  mentioned  it  so  nonchalantly, 
As  if  it  were  another  item  to 
Check  off  on  a  to-do  list. 
I  guess  she's  right.  Losing  a  husband 
Can't  be  much  worse  than  paying 
Taxes  or  having  a  bad  cold. 
Just  now  she's  freed  up  her 
Weekends.  She  only  has  to  cook 
Dinner  for  one.  She  has  the  bed 
All  to  herself. 

We  knew  forever  wasn't  permanent. 
Just  a  casual  cliche.  In  this  case, 
Equivalent  to  fifteen  years. 

Eddie  Becker 


Wanting  a  Review 


The  lyrics  of  my  music 
Distort  and  fade  over 
Needles  revolving,  irritating  and 
Erasing  memories  and  meaning. 

My  songs  bleed  from  a  connection 
Severed  and  untied 
Standing  as  a  joke  to  the  testament 
Of  a  time  passed,  forever  a  part  of  me. 

I  am  not  that  desirous  wanting  of  a  new  face 
Reflecting  in  a  missed  childhood  and  the 
Dissected  maturation  of  those  who  cannot 
Recognize  themselves  in  a  mirror  of  ego. 

I  am  not  the  hateful  terms  of  love, 

Or  the  culturally  idiomatic  nursery  rhymes 

Of  those  known  only  through  misunderstandings. 

I  am  not  the  bourgeois  angst 
Of  those  riddled  by  prosperity 
And  surrounded  by  inescapable  virtue. 

I  am  the  inspiration,  the  blues  note, 

Containing  all  that  have  passed 

And  leaving  a  mark  on  all  those  to  come 

I  am  the  A  minor,  the  B  flat, 

The  insatiable  drum  beat, 

The  resonating  rhythm  of  myself. 

R.  Shawn  Keifer 
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Time 


She  said, 

"It's  like  the  last  time  I  checked  I  didn't  like  this  life. 

It's  like  the  last  time  I  checked  I  wanted  to  go  under  the  knife. 

This  madness,  this  stress,  it's  clouding  my  mind  and  everybody's 

telling  me  to  take  some  time. 

But  the  more  time  I  take 

I  find  suicidal  thoughts 

clouding  my  mind. 

So,  I  sleep... 

But  when  I  sleep  there's  no  peace 

cause  my  dreams  haunt  me,  taunt  me, 

tell  me  they  don't  want  me. 

It's  hard  when  you  feel  your  dreams  don't  want  you. 

It's  hard  when  you  feel  the  world  don't  want  you. 

It's  hard  when  you  raging  every  single  night. 

You  doing  wrong  when  you  trying  so  hard  to  do  right. 

All  I  need  is  time. 

All  I  need  is  time 

Last  week  I  heard  my  friend  pray  for  time,  Lou, 
she  knew  it  would  not  fall  from  the  sky. 
Yet,  still  she  prayed  for  time. 
Well, 

I  need  some  time. 
I  need  some  time. 

Give  me  a  machine. 

Let  me  go  back  to  the  way  things  used  to  be. 

I'd  tell  my  father  not  to  yell  at  my  brother  as 

much  and  that  I  loved  him  more. 

No  more  fighting,  no  more  slamming  of  doors. 

Just  learning  to  love  a  little  more  before  his  time  was  up. 

But  now  I  got  some  time. 

And  I  got  my  best  friend,  which  is  my  pen, 

and  with  my  other  best  friend  which  is  my  mind 

and  a  blessing  from  God;  I  got  some  time. 

Time  to  write. 

To  open  new  doors. 

Like  Keats  flying  on  the  wings  of  Poesy— 

I  can  explore  the  inner  currents  of  my  mind. 

I  can  release  because  of  my  time. 

So  now  that  I  have  cleared  my  mind. 

I  get  down  on  my  knees  and  thank  God  for  my  friends 

and  my  time." 

Shaquana  Grant 
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The  Man  on  the  Other  Cross 


As  I  hung  on  the  tree  beside  him 
Through  our  suffering  and  our  plight 
I  turned  to  look  over  at  him 
And  saw  a  flicker  of  his  light 

I  thought  my  eyes  were  deceiving  me 
Aren't  he  and  I  just  the  same? 
When  the  other  one  cursed  and  mocked  him 
I  felt  a  sudden  sense  of  shame 

Don't  you  fear  God?  I  cried 
How  dare  you  utter  such  disgust 
We  are  guilty  of  our  deeds 
Therefore  our  punishment  is  just 

But  this  man  has  done  nothing  wrong 
So  I  confessed  it  with  my  heart 
Jesus  please  remember  me 
Of  your  kingdom,  let  me  be  a  part 

He  said  you  are  forgiven 
For  I  have  come  to  pay  your  price 
And  I  promise  you  after  today 
You  will  be  with  me  in  paradise 

Now  I  walk  along  streets  paved  of  gold 
And  everyday  look  upon  his  face 
Thankful  in  my  dying  moments 
I  saw  him  bearing  my  disgrace. 

Kathy  Johnson 
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The  Sefer  Staff: 


Editors: 
Amy  Corbett 
Helen  Ham 
Ashley  McGrady 

Staff: 
D.J.  Hedgepath 

Katie  Lee 
Nancy  Shealy 
Jeremy  Zender 

Faculty  Advisor: 
Dr.  Scott  Yarbrough 


Promoting  Academic  Excellence 


in  a  Christian  Environment 


